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Dear Readers, 


I'll now take this opportunity to thank everyone who made this issue and 
the last possible. I like to call it my Hall of Blame. The inductees to date are 
as follows: 


Thanks Freddie, Trina, Drs. Scheft, Ferebee, Fiawoo, Buchanan, Bryant, 
Ms. Covington, Ms. Davis, the staffs of the Eagle Yearbook, the Campus 
Echo, Student Affairs, the Student Union, Angela, Kaytric, Dr. Secrest, 
Evans, Malone, Ms. Scott, Sheliah, Ms. Lou, Mr. Jordan, Mr. Prescott, 
‘‘Lucky’’ and his staff over at the Duplicating Dept., and of course 
everyone who submitted materials—you keep us going. 


Editor-in-Chief 
ae PAs s 
tnd What lexel? 
Ernest Walker, III 


P.S. Thank you so much, Maya Angelou—and still we rise. 


Advisors 
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What’d You Say? 
Lynn Hancock 


If you say that our immaculate grade point averages 
That we obtained from our beloved ‘‘colored’’ college 
Are not as valid as the same averages 

That you recieved from your ivy-lined walls, 

And if you refuse to hire us after we have sweated long hours 
In the fields of matriculation, 

Thinking that our B.A.s are ‘‘B.S.,’’ 

Then you a victim of incorrect thinking. 

Hear what I say: 

Our eyes seek Shakespeare and Homer 

As well as Angelou and Hughes. 

Our hearts yearn for the earth’s deep, dark secrets. 
Our minds are capable of comprehending, sorting, 
Deciphering, assimilating, 

Analyzing, and hypothesizing 

As well as yours. 

In other words, 

Our palates crave caviar as well as collard greens. 
Now hear this: 

You may strip us of our manhood, 

You may deny us the chances for advancement 
Since you have the upper hand, 

And you may give us just enough to keep us quiet, 
But, try as you will, 

You can never take away what we have learned. 
The knowledge that our minds possess, hallelujah, 
Remains untouchable. 


Hallelujah, colored colleges! 
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Stephen Wingate 
Embrace Me 


Why don’t you take the time to 
Embrace Me. 
After all we are only friends. 


Go ahead, and don’t be afraid. 


No one is looking. 


OH! 


You are afraid what others may say. 


Haven’t I always been there when 

You needed me, when others were not there to: 
Cry on my shoulder 

Talk to. 

Just laugh out loud and go places together. 
After all, what are good friends for 


OH! 
Why don’t you take the time to 
EMBRACE ME. 


J.E. and the End of the Tunnel 
Mark Adams 


J.E. entered the long, dimly lit hall with fear and anxiety welling in his 
soul. Never had he seen such a long, cold, frightening sight. 

What was there to fear? He knew not. There was a lump in his throat. 
His heart pounded heavily in his wiry frame. 

‘*As long as there is light I’ll be safe,’’ he thought. ‘‘But what if the 
light goes out,’ he heard himself whisper. 

He was afraid. He didn’t know why. No one will hurt you, he told 
himself. He took three nervous steps and fought within himself to overcome 
the uneasiness. 

‘You can do it, you can do it,’’ he told himself over and over again. It 
won't be like the last time or the first time. How long ago was that? Six 
long frustrating years. Six, just like the number on his chest. 

‘‘This time it will be different,’’ he tried to tell himself. 

There was a different sensation, a different feeling. But could he be sure 
this time? He had been so confident before. The result? He was almost con- 
sumed by the pain he felt within. 

How many times had he overcome the pain? Three! How many more 
could he endure? The thought brought fear into his heart and he heard his 
mind screaming; Not Again, Not Again! 

Suddenly there was light everywhere. He had traveled the length of the 
long tunnel while struggling with his thoughts. It took his eyes a while to 
adjust. Then he saw the faces; felt the eyes. They were all focused on him. 

‘‘Can I do it?’’ he thought as he gazed downward at his massive hands. 
He felt as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders. 

The last three times is was. But this time it was different. The load seem- 
ed lighter. He always accepted his role, his fate without a complaint or a 
doubt. He was a proud man. And it showed in his stride. 

A hand appeared on his shoulder, breaking his trance. The hand was 
huge and powerful. Somewhere beyond the end of the massive are con- 
nected to the hand came a thundering voice. ‘‘It’s time to go,’’ it said. 

A slight smile trickled across J.E.’s lips as he faced the crowd of 
thousands. This time he felt confidence growing within himself. 

‘Yes this time it will be different,’’ he thought and believed. ‘‘This 
time I’ve got Moses on my side,’’ he whispered as he strode into the floor, 
exposing himself for everyone to see. 

There was an erie silence. Then came a voice like rolling thunder to an- 
nounce his arrival. 

‘‘Ladies and Gentlemen, ’’the voice thundered to a hushed audience in- 
troducing the Doctor. . . . Julius Erving 

As he raised his arms to receive their applause, Doc smiled. Knowing that 
this year would be his . . . his and the 76ers. 


I Need Love Too 


Michael King 


Honey do you love me? 

If so. . . please show me. 

I might be a man, but even I need love and 
affection. 


I may seem hard at times, 

In every sense cf the word, 

But as you know there is a soft side too. 
So please don’t take it for granted that 

I don’t need love and affection as you do. 


Baby . . . I’m human. 
Baby . . . I’m a BEING! 
A BEING that lives off of love. 


A BEING that uses your resplendent person as 
my breakfast. 


A BEING that uses your tender utterances as 
my lunch. 


A BEING that takes your warm, tender 
and most satisfying love and consumes it as 
my dinner. 


A BEING that take the ‘‘vibes’’ from 
our ecstasy filled orgasms and dwells on 
them as my after-pleasure snack. 
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You see baby I’m human too, 
So please . . . please love me as I 
love you. 


Baby I’m crying and I can’t detain 

the tears. 

Yes, big,ole,hard me is crying. 

But you know what baby, they aren’t tears 
of regret. 

They are tears of ecstasy, yes baby, tears 
of joy. 

And lady the best thing about them is 
that they remind me of you. 

They are tender, warm and soft and as 
each of them descends down my face 
they each caresses my cheeks in a frenzy 
of love. 


Baby you may think I’m talking very 
strange, but as I said before, I may 

be hard, rough and tough as a shoe but 
I need love too. 


So baby when I take your soul, body 
and mind to that farout dimension 
of ecstasy, please remember this: 


Ecstasy is beautiful, 
Ecstasy is free 
But is it complete, without me? 


Rapp Down 


Excuse me, you don’t know me, 

but I saw you from a 

distance and I knew then I would 
like to get to know you. 
Before you say I’m crazy, 
let me tell you what’s on my mind. 

When I saw you I thought 

to myself, I want to get 
to know her, but what will 
I say? Then I thought maybe 
the creative intelligence within 
my mind would spew forth 
like the river of blood flowing 
through my veins, but as I opened 
my mouth, I find that words— 

—don’t always clearly communicate 
the message of my mind. I know 
my simple vernacular 
cannot compare with 
the intellectual vocabulary 
of some; but my thoughts 
can compare with anyone. 


And I think I like you! 


Ronnie D. Watson 
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Old Dogs 
Ernest Walker, III 


Old dogs never seem to die 

or learn new tricks 

They just lie in the sun 

Never counting the days 

Just breathing unevenly 

As long as there is a need for them 
Perhaps to make the place 

seem more protected 


Old dogs are their own masters— 
When life is long 
Concessions are traded 
for the years 

And for every 

Scar and thorn 

The wisdom 

and strength 

slowly come 

As do the years 

Day after unrecorded day. 


Dedicated to Beta Phi. 


Barber Shop Talk 
Stephen Wingate 


What’s happening? 

How is your wife and family? 
Have a drink? 

Man, has she got a body? 

Have you fucked her? 

Shit! 

Damn! 

Hell! 

Bitch! 

Son of a Bitch! 

Gab: 

When did she die? 

Did you see that game last night? 
What church do you belong to? 
How is your garden? 

Are you next? 

What time is it? 

What numbers did you win off of? 
What school do you attend? 

How would you like your hair cut? 
How much do I owe you? 

Keep the tip... 

Take care of yourself... 
Good-Bye. 


‘ 
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The Creation 
Angela V. Langley 


There was a time when the world needed an 
extra touch of love and gentle caring; God 


created me. 


Like all expecting young mothers Gloria 
asked the Lord for a ‘‘special baby’’. 


Jesus took the baby to God and raised it 


to the heavens. 


‘‘Father’’, He said, ‘‘look at what I have 
created with your help.’’ God said ‘‘It‘s 
beautiful; what will We call it?’’ 


Jesus turned around to look for something 


special to call the baby. 
‘‘Let’s make it a girl,’’ Jesus said. 
And immediately the baby became a girl! 
Jesus said, ‘‘Father, let’s take the first letter 
of the alphabet, and add it to the word angel 
and call her Angela’’ 


As soon as it was spoken, it was settled! 


Angela was brought to her parents 
on the twenty-seventh day of May, nineteen sixty-one. 


Gloria had prayed for her baby to have 


something extra special, as most mothers do. 


‘ 
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Something was special about Angela. 
She was 
born with a brittle-bone disease called Osteogenesis Imperfecta. 


One can imagine what Gloria said... 


‘‘Oh Lord, please give my baby lots of 
energy so that she can walk around this Earth 
and do your will.’’ 


But the Lord said the job that he had for 
Angela didn’t require a lot of walking or 
standing, so he let her sit to do his will. 


Then Gloria asked Jesus to give her 
baby a special push—or that will power 
to never give up! 


Then Jesus touched the baby very gently 
and said, ‘‘Yes’’. 

He gave her the push and three 
extra wheelpowers.’’ 


Cracked 
Torricel Angelo 


room, window, wall 
reason, living, cause 


closing, claustophobia, unobtusive 
open, efficient, infrustructive 


to a panoramic view only 
to become an interior of frustration 
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Puzzled 


Trying to go through 
a process of 
eliminations 
to determine 
whether or not 
some circumstances 
should remain anonymous, 
settled, 
or unfolded. 
—whether or not there should be a 
whether or not! 
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If I Find Myself 


Jacqueline Carroll 


If I find myself, what will be there? 
will I discover self pity or a lot of care. 


Will I build myself up, or let myself down, 


will I find fault, or pretend I am a clown. 


Will I find freedom, or be emotionally caged, 
will I be real, or acting on an imaginary stage. 


WilKI accept reality, or fantasize, 
will I be rational, and not wear a disguise. 


Will I find happiness, or will I be sad, 


will I find peace of mind, or will I be scared. 


If I find myself I hope I find, 


A world of joy, and a serious mind. 


Not an Issue 
Torricel Angelo 


Pain inside me 
Like hunger, adhering to my insides 
It seems to eat completely my existence 
There is no air! 
I’m losing to withstand this fight 
I somehow cannot 
Bruise this physiological-psychological manifestation 
my mouth will not intake 
my mind will not alleviate 
Sympathy, no! 
There need no apology... 
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Poem for Carl 


Morning undresses 

In my room 

Slips his arm around 

My sleeping refuge 

(I shall always return to you) 
On a gentle kiss 

That brings to me 

A new day. 


I Am Turning, Alex 
(For Alex De Grassi) 


I walk into the still 
evening 

Children play in silence 
Even when they are 
Not there 

The skies blue eyes 
Begin to fade 

I am with the sun 
Against the universe 
Stripped of clothing, 
Without speech 


I discover who I am. 


Ladiner L. Rhett 


Ladiner L. Rhett 
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My Life 
Eric M. Johnson(age 9) 


My life was nothing until 

you became my friend, 

You gave me joy and peace 
and helped me to the very end. 


I once didn’t feel like living 
I didn’t care about me and anyone else. 


But then you became my friend 
and that’s when I once again started living. 


I live... I give. ..Ishare... I care 
Oh yes you were standing there. 
Because of you I live. Thanks. 


Sharon D. Redmond 


There’s always a little darkness in our lives 

But into mine you brought a light which lingers 

into my heart. 

This light brings me happiness in my hour of sadness 
It brings me relief in my time of pian 

The linger of touch remains on my flesh 

In you I find a source of energy which carries me 
from day to day. 

If that light should diminish, it would be my end. 
You are my life, I love you. 
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What is a Child? 
Mark Adams 


A child is a kiss from God blown to mother earth 
A kiss caught in the embrace of a mother’s womb 


What is a child? 


A child is a woman’s living, breathing jewel 
sparkling, shining and glowing with light. 


What is a child? 


A child is a man’s relief from a cruel world 
showering him with peace, joy, pride and hope. 


DENIAL 


Kelvin Chesson 


Webster defines denial as ‘‘a contradiction, a refusal to believe or ac- 
cept.’’ These words once were in direct corrolation to Blackness, but 
Blackness should never be defamed in such a manner to described the term 
with the above adjectives. We were once and sometimes still are descibed 
as a contradiction to societal development. We are stereotyped into a race 
associated with laziness, ignorance, and incompetence. We were refused 
the opportunity to believe in ourselves because others failed to see what 
qualities we possessed. As a result, we would not accept what 
‘‘Unalienable Rights’’God entilted us to; a life of “‘liberty and justice for 
all.’’ We were denied and pushed aside, but it is no longer necessary for 
our race to accept these racial demoralizations. We can excel in a capacity 
never dreamed of man, but it’ll take a unity; a unity among every homo sa- 


pien. Only we can decide whether we will be a race described and 
associated with DENIAL. 
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Black Pather 
James Williams 


I who am black and fearless 

I who thread the earth on silent paw 

I who bare fang to your upstart indignation 
Who recoils and tenses to attack your 
sublime defenseless form!... 

I who am the black panther! 

Ruler of my domain supreme 

BEWARE! BEWARE! BEWARE! 

For darkness can neither hide you nor 
shield you from my all seeing orbs 

For my vengeance is swift and merciless 
Beware, man for in my presence you 

are null... 


The Waver 
Ronnie Hopkins 


May God waver upon you in your moments of despair; 
and may faith, hope and righteousness keep you 
in God’s care. 
As days grow old and laughs seem few, trusting 
in the Lord is all that we can do. 
So go on and go out and defeat bewildered foe! 
For Christ is the only way—— 
The only way I know. 
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Black Aspirations 
William C. Harris 


I was not born rich like the white man 
With a silver spoon placed in my mouth 
I was born a child of poverty 

Back in the fifties, deep in the south 


But though my beginnings were humble 
And my father was a fool 

My mother was my strength and guidance 
It was she who said, ‘‘Son, go to school.’’ 


‘‘Because within you shines such promise 
Hold on to your dreams and your desires 
And you will one day reach the top 
Attaining the goals that you aspire.’’ 


So I kept mom’s advice deep in my heart 

And I sacrificed and worked and studied dilligently 
I kept my dreams and goals in sight 

I strove for the things that were important to me 


I dared to wish, to aim, to hope 
I clawed and scratched and climbed all the way 
With determination rooted deep in my soul 


That I earned my degree, made my mark on this world 
And as I passed by in the graduates file 

I remembered mom’: words on Black Aspirations 

And I knew up in heaven her face wore a smile. 
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This I Ask 


Remember me dear Lord 
When I’m sad at heart 
When it seems you and I 
Are sort of far apart 


May I live to help the one 
Who tries to keep me down 
May I greet him with a smile 
Who greets me with a frown 


May I never hold a grudge 
Or cause unhappy strife 
May I never seek to find 
Fault in another’s life 


I want to walk beside you 
And go on holding your hand 
Because there are many things 
I do not understand 


Lord be my solid rock 

On which I'll always stand 

Guide my feet, hold my hand 
And lead me to the promised land 
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My Deferred Dream 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Did Langston Hughes write 
‘‘Dream Deferred’’ 
—analyzed and compared 
it with trivial situations 
My dream has been deferred. 
No, 
it has not become 
eroded, neither has it exploded 
dried up? 
No, it’s very moist 
My dream has become just that, 
deferred 
Or has it? 
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The Eighth Wonder of the World 
Keith Neal 


In the difficult times of the past, 

There came a great leader, who’s words will last. 
He became the hope of all of his race, 

Preaching to prove that no man should be judged 
by the color of his race. 


They called him King and found joy in his words, 

A Leader of the people, who said equality must be heard. 
But then the King was gone, and the hope of a better 
tomorrow. 

The children felt the anger,the fear, and the sorrow 


But in the passing years and the eighties was 

a man called Wonder. 

He fought to keep the memory of King from going 
under. 

In music and songs freedom spand. 

And spread the dream of King across the land. 


He a living legend in his own time. 

With words of wisdom in music and rhymes 
With words that hit the nation like thunder 
Stevie Wonder, is definitely the eighth wonder. 
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Why Am I Here? 
Michael 


I’m here for the many lies and 
bonds that brought my parents together. 


The strength they felt through the coldest 


of weather. 


The ecstacy they felt through the cold 
and lonely nights. 


The wind that blew stiff, the sun 
which shines so bright. 


The air that I breathe, the life which 


I receive. 


The knowledge I gained, the religion 


I believe. 


The days which I want to live, the 
man that I want to be. 


Prouldly situated on a podium in the 
greatest society. 


They ask me ‘‘Why Am I Here?”’ 
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The man is gone. I live in shame 
What I thought was a love 

Was to him a game. 

He came and went.The blow was severe 
And still in my heart 

I hold him dear. 

My sparkle of love became a fire 
So he took advantage of my desire. 
I held back the tears 

Of trouble and strife 

From the heartaches he brought 
Into my life. 

He decided to choose 

And he chose to go 

When he knew as a fact 

That I loved him so. 

I thoght he would stay 

But he left instead 

Now I only have memories 

Of a love gone dead. 

He has gone away 

But I’ll survive 

Cause I know there are much 
Better men alive. 

It’s been so long ago 

And yet 

His tender touch 

I can’t forget. 
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Never Called It Poetry 
Ladiner Rhett 


Never called it poetry 

Never heard it rhyme and rhyme 
The way they said it’s suppose to 
Never saw my verse free 

Either; always saw it struggling 
to be exactly what they said 

It should be 

Never thought of metaphors 
Similies 

(Wrote what I felt and 

Felt what I wrote) 

Some said it wasn’t strong 
Enough, said it would survive 
Others said it lacked spice 

some said nothing 

the nothings I liked the most 
They never thought it wasn’t 
poetry lying there 

Some said it wasn’t black enough 
said it had no soul 

friends aren’t real friends 

When they hate your poems 
Searching for iambics and 
Pentamics that never came home) 
Smiling only meaning to spit 
Commending you only meaning 
To curse 

People who love do hate 

Net knowing it is you 

Pictured in words, put on 
Paper, in pen chasing ink 

To find yourself 
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The Real Me 
Kermit A. Rose 


It’s another day 

And I walk along my way 

Greeting everyone with a gracious smile 
Responding ‘‘Great’’ when asked 

How are things going? 

And as I walk away 

They say to themselves 

He got it made 

What could be wrong in his life 


A troubled soul is masked by 

A confident smile. 

A smile developed for that very purpose 
A steady hand is only a masquerade 
For a turbulent heart 

Beating soley on the strength 

Of another day 

The problems and worries 

That go years back 

Swell my mind 

For there is no one to talk to 

No one would understand 

No one would care 

Lost in a sea of despair 

Captured in an ocean of lonliness 


‘ 
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Untitled 
Mark Adams 


In aman’s soul there exists a fire 
which can warm and comfort him 
or can burn and consume him 


In a man’s heart there exists a flame 

which can be passive like that of a candle 
flickering afnd flashing while dancing on its’ wick 
or it can be a destructive force that destroys 

life which is a furious and consuming inferno 


In a man’s mind there exists a light 

which can lead and show him the way through darkness 
or it can blind him and cause him to lose sight 

of reality 


Within a man exists fire, flame and light 
that can warm, comfort, calm and lead him 
or that can burn, consume, destroy and blind him 


Each man must make a choice 

will it be a fire that comforts or consumes 
will it be a flame that constructs or destroys 
will the light be revealing or blinding 


will the man put out the fire 
will the man lower the flame 


will the man dim the light 


will the man ever see... 


ANGEL 


In memory of my beloved grandmother 
(Aug. 9, 1895 - June 13, 1983) 


With eyes closed 

And saliva forming at the corners of my mouth, 

I can taste the bulging light rolls—her specialty. 
Pans full of fat, buttery, humpty-dumpty mounds 
right out of the oven 

Waiting to fall into our wide-open mouths. 


In all of my 21 years 

I’ve never seen her angry, 

Never heard her speak badly of anyone, 

Never heard her complain. 

Even at times when we saw the blood, sweat and anguish 
And saw her life hanging by a spider’s thread, 

She’d answer, ‘‘I feel pretty good...you be sweet now.”’ 


With eyes closed 

And ears open 

I can see her dressed from head to toe in white 
Swaying on the second pew to the tune of her 
favorite song, 

‘Amazing Grace, How sweet the sound. ’’ 
Oh, how sweet the sound of her voice. 


In a moment of sweet surrender, 

She was led to her place among the most 
high celestial choir 

Although her voice is now distant, 

and her oven is cold, 

My heart remains forever warm. 


With eyes closed 
She sleeps and angelic slumber. 


Lynn Hancock 


TEARS OF ANGER 


Kevin Chesson 


Joshua was a bright little boy born in the clay hills of Marietta, the son of 
a Georgia sharecropper. Born the oldest of nine children, he found himself 
often taking care of his younger brothers and sisters, even though he was 
only eleven years old. He was the model child that grown-ups talked about 
and his neighbors saw something different from all other children his age in 
him. He grew up in a Christian home and attended church regularly, 
sometimes two and three times a week, to hear his father preach of a ‘‘new 
day’’ where men would be free from the oppressions of this life. Joshua 
really didn’t understand that word oppression, but he did hear his father 
speak of it regularly. 

One day while coming from the small wooden-framed schoolhouse down 
the muddy, dirt road, Joshua decided to stop at a nearby pear tree whose 
limbs were heavy with the fruits. The tree was on the side of the road 
behind a short picket fence. A large plantation built a couple of hundred 
years earlier stood hidden behind the big oak trees and blossoming 
September flowers. At this time, Joshua was more concerned about those 
golden,delicious pears than what was going to happen. As he reached his 
small dark hand at the limb, an old white man appeared with a gun in his 
hand. The man’s hair was as white as the driven snow and his body was 
frail and slightly bent. Not seeing the old man, Joshua reached higher for 
the pear and immediately stopped when he heard a shot, just missing him. 
‘What the hell do you think ya doing, nigra?’’ asked the man. Joshua 
froze in fright not knowing whether to answer or make a break for it. He 
was too scared to do anything, so he turned around to look at the voice 
which spoke to him. ‘‘Just getting a pear, mister, ’’ Joshua replied. ‘‘Do 
dem damn pears b’long to you?’’ ‘‘No sir.’’ The white man pointed the 
gun directly to Joshua and said, ‘‘boy, don’t let me see ya ‘round these 
here parts agen, ya hear, and if I do, I’ll make damn well sure that the next 
bullet don’t miss. ’’ 

Joshua walked away shaking from fright and heard the white man utter, 

‘‘Niggers, try and take over if ya let ’um.’’ Joshua just didn’t understand. 
Joshua completed his journey home by running the other mile and a half un- 
til he reached the little four-room farmhouse in which he lived. He ran in- 
side, but there was no one there. 
‘‘Mama, mama,’’ he cried. When there was no reply, he ran to the field 
where he saw his father from a distance. Sweat drenched his body as he ran 
faster and faster while tears rolled down his eyes. After what seemed like an 
endless journey through hell, falling twice and twisting his ankles, he finally 
reached his father. ‘‘What’s the matter Josh?’’ his father asked. Joshua’s 
breathing was heavy and he was uncontrollable in tears. He finally quieted 
down and told his father what had happened. 

After a supper of collard greens, sweet potatoes, and cornbread, the 
family dressed for church and was ready to head down the road. Joshua was 


still dazed at the incident that happened earlier on his journey from school. 
His mother called, ‘‘Josh, time we be leaving, son.’’ He picked up his little 
black Bible from the edge of the bunk where he was sitting and slipped it in- 
to his back pocket as he made his way out the house to the mule and cart in 
the front yard. Joshua couldn’t stop thinking of two words spoken by his 
father and the old white man; oppression and nigger. He knew he heard 
them alot but he didn’t know how these words meant virtually the same. 

They finally reached the old church and Josh made his way to the front 
seat and whispered a short silent prayer. An old lady in the Mother’s Cor- 
ner broke out in old hymn and the words went something like this... 


A charge to keep I have, 
A God to glorify 
An everdying soul to save 


And fitted for the sky; 


To serve the present age; 

My calling to fulfill— 

Oh! may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master’s will. 


Arm me with jealous care, 

As in thy sight to live. 

And oh! thy servant, Lord! prepare 
A strict account to give. 


When she finished, tears rolled down her wrinkled face as her hands were 
lifted upward. She ended her testimony with the words ‘‘Glory, glory!’’ 
Then Joshua looked in his mother’s eyes as she sung the words: 


I’m a lonely trav’ler here, weary opprest; 

But my journey’s end is near—soon I shall rest. 
Dark and dreary is the way, toiling I’ve come; 
Ask me not with you to stay, yonder my home. 


I’m a weary trav’ler here, I must go on. 

For my journey’s end is near—I must be gone. 
brighter joys than earth can give, win me away; 
Pleasures that for ever live—I cannot stay. 


I'm a trav’ler, and I go where all is fair; 

Farewell all I’ve loved below—I must be there; 
Worldly honors, hopes, and gain, all I resign; 
Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain, if Heaven be mine. 


She closed her eyes and hummed the tone of the song one more verse. 
Joshua’s father rose from behind the pulpit and began to read from the Book 
of Exodus, the eighth chapter, and first verse: ‘‘As the Lord spoke unto 
Moses, Go unto Pharoah, and say unto him, Thus saith the Lord, Let my 
people go, that they may serve me.’’ Joshua was still sitting in the same 
spot when he went in and listened attentively as his father began to preach. 

‘‘The Lord is not pleased with the world today and soon he will bring his 
wrath upon this land. White men will no longer be in charge of the affairs of 
black men and our race will not have to scrub their floors. The day will come 
when black men will be able to sit on the same seat as a white. He will be 
able to eat at the same table and will not have to go to the back door to 
receive his bounty. Church, this is a praying time; a time in which every 
heart should be turned to God Almighty without souls open, willing to do 
His will. It’s time we give God our lives and trust in Him and His word that 
He will bring us out of this Oppression, to a place where John said the 
streets are paved with gold and the gates are made of pearls. There the land 
flows with milk and honey. Turn from your wicked ways and ask what you 
will of Jesus who said, ‘Come unto me ye that labor and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest.’ Don’t worry about tomorrow, for today is at 
hand. Won’t you come? ‘‘ 

At the end of the sermon, the church was full of the sounds of crying nd 
moaning, women shouting, and men with thier hands outstretched. As his 
father called for alter prayer, Joshua opened his Bible and read the words his 
father spoke of. He went to the alter and fell on his knees and began to pray 
to God. 

When will it stop, Oh! God? When will it stop? Why am I a nigger? 
Why are they so mean to us? Help us God so that one day we will see 
peace. Help me reach the land where the streets are paved in gold and there 
I can see the pearly gates. Help me understand! If there be a God in 
Heaven, please help me understand! Amen. 


Well, Joshua is thirty-one now with three children of his own, but he 
often thinks of that incident that happens along the muddy roadside that hot 
September evening. Now he understands why the word nigger came from 
the old man’s mouth. tears still run down his black cheeks whenever the 
thought crosses his mind, only these tears are no longer of pain, but anger. 
Joshua realized that every individual with brown pigmentation has a battle 
to fight; a battle against ever-present racial discrimination, for fair jobs, 
against white supremacy, and countless others. Joshua realizes that with 
that anger, he must fight prejudices of all manner until his dying day. 
Joshua preaches as his father did of a ‘‘charge to keep | have,’’ only he 
relates it differently. All black men and women, boys and girls have a 
charge; a charge to make this land a free land. we have a charge to change 
the present condition of our race of people and make this land a free land. 
Never give up your charge, though the race may be long and tedious. Never 
give up though the tribulations and distress come your way. Never give up 
shedding tears, but let those tears be not of pain, but of anger. 


A NEW AWAKENING 
Tanya C. Bell 


I felt so alone and desserted when you left me, 
I was so afraid to take a step forward, 
because I knew you wouldn’t 
be there to catch me if I fell. 
I changed simply because I felt I wasn’t 
good enough to love you, 
and it almost destroyed my life. 
I lived as a shadow in your footsteps, 
too timid to say, ‘‘Hey, I exist, look at me; 
look at me for who I am, not who you want me to be.’ 
When I fell asleep last night, I had a startling 
awakening, and now I have a new outlook on life.. 
‘‘If you can’t love someone for who they are 
you can’t love at all.’’ 
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And from this day on, I’m free...to be...me! 


SO NEW 
William C. Harris, III 


They call the new ones Freshmen 

No other beast was named so right 

For they fit on campus like designer jeans 
There ’re crisp and pressed and new and tight 


Some of them come to leave their mark 
You hear it in the way you speak 

Who am I to let them know 

They cannot do it in the first week 


Others come to seek acceptance 

See them hang in little cligues 

And talking in these boisterous groups 
Sometimes will get them in a fix 


They’re bold, aggressive, daring and sure 
They ’re masters of the games they play 
Is there doubt in anyone’s mind 

That they only got here yesterday 


From across the yard they strut their stuff 
Not sure what to say or do 

Experienced frat bros are heard to exclaim 
‘‘Awe baby, why you wanna act so new?”’ 


We kid the Freshman because he’s new 
We tease her still because it’s clear 
That they never flown before 

That this will be their learning year 


But make no mistake where we’re coming from 
For we welcome you into our embraces 

Cause every university 

Needs fresh ideas and brand new faces 
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UNTITLED ; 
Lynn Hancock 


A poem doesn’t have to have a title. 

Can you always use a word or phrase 

to neatly sum up every emotion you’re feeling? 

Haven’t you every felt like crying 

and you didn’t know why? 

Haven’t you ever wanted to smack the snot out of your kid sister 
and all she wanted was to show you her colored pictures? 

Haven’t you ever felt like suicide 

and then realized life started an hour ago? 


Emotions are too elusive to be titled. 


A poem doesn’t have to rhyme. 
Does reality always fit together like that? 
I mean, why say, 
‘Roses are red, Violets are blue, Sugar is sweet, and so are you’’ 
When you really want to say, 
‘‘ Roses are red, Voilets are blue, sugar is sweet, but you sure aint.’’ 
When you go for a job, 
The MAN won’t say, 
‘* To fill this job, I don’t want no black, 
Wherever you came from, just take your ass back.’’ 
He won’t say that, but he’ll mean that. 


Reality doesn’t rhyme. 


Make my peoms for real. 

Don’t give me that Mother Goose junk. 
Dont make my poems rhyme. 

Don’t give my poems a title. 

Don’t ignore a childs pictures. 


‘ 


". . .the ascension of the mind’’ 


SZ 
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Untitled 


Anonymous 


I have concluded as you also should 

Most men of the world are no damn good 

They will tell you sweet lies in a regular trend 

If you turn your back they'll be with your best friend 
Sometimes I don’t know what to do 

Except say to them all, ‘‘To Hell with you! ’’ 
There’s hardly a decent man alive 

They think that without them we can’t survive 
They’re all a bunch of snakes in the grass 

So don’t bother me. You’re not in my class! 


‘the ascension of the mind’’ 39 


Muhammad Ali 


Love to Listen to You, 
gather knowledge From 
the things you do. 


Wisdom and Dignity Surfaces 
Developing Positive Purposes. 
Enjoy the Confidence that 
you show, the dancing, prancing, 
unique glow. so pretty, so 
Gentle...moving and grooving 
to a personal beat, forcing the 
opponent off his feet. 

““cut’m up champ’’ 

‘‘no makh for you’’ 
The 60’s...Hate mail you received, 


From these Americans We felt would 


Curtis Levon Bynes Jr. 


believe. The Olympic Gold Medal, fought 


Hard for, only to meet a closed door. 


Slammed hard...in the face! 


not just you,people like me 
the Black Race! 


AWARE-I-CAN, Not American, 


I understand them people... 
trying to put you down...deep 
‘‘A permanent sleep’’ 


Do For you, what they did for: 
Nat Turner 
Marcus 
Martin 
Malcolm... 
Jesus 


What is this? I hear them say... 
Attempting to create, yet! Another 
“Dark Day”’ 
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*The Young and the Innocent 
Edwin A. Bryant 


All the innocent children, the last count was twenty-three. 
We have so much technology, but can’t even find the murderer of 
just twenty-three. For this world is certainly in trouble, 
when children are being thrown to the side as rubble. 
We can send a man into space, and with surgery we can 
give a person a new face. 
Comrades isn’t it a trip, that we can’t find a tip, 
to finally put this tragedy forever asleep; 
Please excuse me while I weep. 


“This poem is in memory of the children of Atlanta . 
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A Black Man’s Tears 
April A. Jones 


How many tears have remained unshed 
Black Man 
how many? 
How much pain has been kept inside 
and never soothed away? 
When will the dam break and allow 
the salty rivulets 
to cascade down 
your smooth 
ebony 
skin, 
and land silently on my breast? 
A BlackMan’stears are a beauty to me, 
for only when they can be shed, 
is he truly; 
a man. 


Being Black And Brilliant 
Mary Jones 


Being black and brilliant 

Brilliance unrewarded 

Long gone and forgotten 

Who did that 

A child asks, 

I know he was white 

Comes from all sides 

But don’t black people do anything? 
They don‘t know 

How to do anything 


But why are we forgotten 
Unknown to the world 
Crushed 

Stomped 

Beaten 

Burned 

Killed 

Because of our skin. 

Leaving the world with 

No one knowing what we did 


We cry for recognition 
But no one ever hears. 
Go back to your cages 
You savages, they say 

All you can do is live 

Eat and die 

No, no, we can do more 
We have brains and hands 
And dreams just like you 


But why won’t you give us 

A chance to be somebody. 

Are you afraid of 

Us, of what we can do. 

Let us have a chance 

We can make it if we try. 

So let us 

And no longer will 

The little children say who did that 
For they will know 
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Gullibleness 
Torricel Angelo 

How ignorant of me 
I thought narrowly that if we were 
I would be more of, and all 
the while I was more without...without. 

A Broken Image 

Torricel Angelo 


I feel at the median that everyone 

has the desire to know oneself 

that he express a desire to obtain 

an analysis of his entire being 

And to master the depths of his character 
But I feel most are afraid to begin. 


‘ 
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Thoughts 
April A. Jones 


Sitting here, 
silently observing 
life, as it revoles around me. 
Seeing. 
hearing. 
touching. 
feeling. 
the atmosphere, the mood, the world. 
Fighting against invisible foes 
Striving to achieve unseeable goals 
Reaching far to grasp, 
the essence of my being... 


of life. 
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An Expression 
Katrina J. Whittaker 


Love is something from the soul 
Something to cherish, something to hold 
It is as sacred as a treasure 

The kind you do not measure 

It’s a feeling deep within 

Like a dream that never ends 

It’s like a moment of sensation 

That conquers all life frustation 

It is a feeling of great relief 

When there is sorrow and grief 

The thought of love you might find 

Is always running through your mind 
But when all the confusion finally sets in 
You have to start all over again 

So if you get it, hold it tight 

Then you’ll know what love is like 


The Fool Game 
Edwin Bryant 


It seems that love is just a game we play, 
while in this moment of displeasure and dismay. 
As they say, it’s not who wins but how well you play the game, 
as though striving for that Hall of Fame. 
We, the players, but only lovers in disguise, 
believing. . . deceiving. . . to play you must be wise. 
Although this game is designed for two, 
look out, the other just might be you! 
Until this very day, I don’t believe anyone can truly say, 
that they haven’t met their dreadful defeat. 
Remember, winners never quit and quitters never win. 
It’s all the same, when you play ‘‘The fool game. ’’ 
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The Unread Chapter 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Loneliness... 
just another chapter in a book, 
seems like the one everyone overlooks. 
They never try to read the 
content of it’s mind 
that reveals why it’s 
sometimes gentle 
sometimes kind 
People take it for granted 
that it’ll be blessed with 
enchantment 
but, will it? 
Will loneliness meet contentment? 
Loneliness... 
though the chapters are full of achievements 
no one would expect it to be filled 
with begrudgement 
‘Just another chapter, it contains it all.’’ 
they exclaimed. 
Full of 
excitement, brilliance, glamour, 
individualism, sincerity 
—all to catch one’s guard off balance 
Loneliness? 
it’s just a chapter for the mind—to get width 
as to whether or not this chapter details 
unfrequency 
or 
buoyancy, is to 
READ IT, 


and comprehend! 


A POEM FOR STEVE 
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i’m now fond of little actresses 


E. Walker, III 


i knew you too well | 
you were much too real 
i could 

tell what you were going to say 

when you were going to laugh 

though i ceased to see the humor in 

the little jokes that were, 

in the beginning, 

so funny. 

but at least you were real 


i’m now fond of little actresses 
who plan every 

sigh with precision 

as if it were 

a well choreographed 
jeans commercial, 

whose lines are 
memorized to perfection, 
whose moves were 
rehearsed over and 

over and over and 

over again and again 


little actresses 
whose eyes lie, 
whose eyes stare 
over my head— 
they never look 
directly at the 


7 
audience. 
that would spoil the 
illusion. 
at least you were real ‘ 


and i miss familiarity 
so bring me back to reality 
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